THE IRON PUDDLER

prices. I opened and read aloud the various
bids, including that of the big boss, Jeff Row-
ley, adding that Jeffs bid had been filed too
late to be legal.

"You lie!" he screamed. "You're a Welsh
liar, and I'll kill you for this!" The threat
was heard by the council and the citizens.
But the man seemed so terrible that no one
dared reprimand him.

A few moments later the city attorney sent
down to the clerk's office for some blanks.
Jeff was waiting behind a corner of the hall.
He hit me a blow in the neck that knocked me
four yards* It was the "rabbit blow'* and he
expected it to break my neck. The hard
muscles that the puddling furnace put there
saved my life. I sprang up, and he came
after me again. I seised the big fellow by
the ankles and threw him down. Then I
battered his head against the floor until I
was satisfied that he could do me no more
harm. He went home and took to his bed.

He announced that when he got out he
would charge me with assault. I went before
the mayor and offered to plead guilty to such
a charge. The mayor protested against iL
He said I had doae the right thing in pro~
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